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would seem to have vanished even in antiquity.1     It may Th? ho1
have been destroyed by an earthquake.    But another marvel

of the Sacred City remains to this day.    The hot springs cascades of
with their calcareous deposit, which, like a wizard's wand,
turns all that it touches to stone, excited the wonder of the
ancients, and the  course of ages  has only enhanced the
fantastic splendour of the great transformation scene.    The
stately ruins of Hierapolis occupy a broad shelf or terrace
on the mountain-side commanding distant views of extra-
ordinary beauty and grandeur, from the dark precipices and
dazzling snows of Mount Cadmus away to the burnt summits
of Phrygia, fading in rosy tints into the blue of the sky.
Hills,   broken   by   wooded   ravines,   rise   behind   the   city.
In front the terrace falls away in cliffs three hundred feet
high into the desolate treeless valley of the Lycus.    Over
the face of these  cliffs  the  hot streams  have  poured  or
trickled  for  thousands  of years,  encrusting them  with  a
pearly  white   substance   like   salt   or driven   snow.     The
appearance of the whole is as if a mighty river, some two
miles broad, had been suddenly arrested in the act of falling
over a great cliff and transformed into white marble.    It
is a petrified Niagara.    The illusion is strongest in winter
or   in   cool   summer   mornings  when   the   mist   from   the
hot springs hangs in the air, like a veil of spray resting
on the foam of the waterfall    A closer inspection of the
white cliff,  which   attracts   the   traveller's   attention   at   a
distance   of  twenty  miles,  only  adds   to   its   beauty and
changes one illusion for another.    For now it seems to be
a glacier, its long pendent stalactites looking  like icicles,
and the snowy whiteness of its smooth expanse being tinged
here and there with delicate hues of blue, rose and green,
all the colours of the rainbow.    These petrified cascades of
Hierapolis are among the wonders of the world.    Indeed
they have probably been without a rival in their kind ever
since* the famous white and pink terraces or staircases of
Rotomahana in New Zealand were destroyed by a volcanic
eruption.
The hot springs which have wrought these miracles at
1 Aimnianus Marcellinus (I.e.} speaks as if the cave no longer existed in bis
time.